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generous earth gives herself up to us, meets our masculine
desires, and says: " Rejoice, I am Fruitfulness, I am
Plenitude."

I worked on this figure with no hesitations, and with no
preliminary studies, and knew very clearly what I wished
to achieve. I attacked the stone with my aim very clearly
defined in my mind, and with a sympathetic material* I
was not long in evolving the idea. This figure, when shown,
aroused a storm of protest, which was as unexpected as it
was vehement.^ Our emasculated period was shocked by a
figure without " sex-appeal", without indecencies, and
without charm. It was not the eternal feminine of eroticism,
and perhaps for that reason aroused the ire of women.
Women complained I had insulted their sex; there is
something in this complaint. Missing in this statue alL.the
usual appealing, so called " feminine " graces, they would
see in it an attempt to undermine their attractiveness, their
desire to please and seduce. This is where " the insult " to
womanhood came in. They were more alarmed at the
symbolic truth of this statue than at the many cruel caricatures
perpetrated by a Daumier, a Toulouse Lautrec, or a Grosz,
whereas my work is a hymn of praise and rejoicing. The
misunderstanding of my motives and the perverse construction
placed upon my aims always astonishes me. This statue, when
offered on loan to the Tate Gallery, was refused on the grounds
that it had caused a " sensation" and, therefore, was
unsuitable for the solemn halls of the Galleryv

The " Genesis " was carved in a block of Seravezza marble
which I bought in Paris. The block was commenced in my
shed in Epping Forest, and was still unfinished when I had
to live again in London. I took the unfinished work to my
Hyde Park Gate studio where I finished it. I had a fore-
taste of what was to come, when one day, lifting my head
from the work, I saw looking at me, through the window of
an adjoining property, two gardeners with their mouths
agape, eyes staring, rooted to the spot in astonishment*
When I* moved they fled.

It is imagined that I do my work in a storm of controversy,